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uptuous Curls: with U.N.C.U.R.L. 


Short and curling, long and swirling, sensuously 
waved or piled high and tumbling: these are the 
hair looks of right-now. 

To coax frizzy or too-curly hair to a gloriously 
manageable state, what’s required is UNCURL* 
by Clairol, a scientifically sound anti-frizz formula 


that relaxes naturally curly hair and keeps it un- 
squiggled, even on rainy days. 

Two terrific extras: a built-in Clairol conditioner 
(because these styles demand nothing less than sup¬ 
ple, gleaming hair) and 2 giant Clairol rollers to 
help you create these right-now looks. 
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WIN JOHN LENNON 



Another TeenSet first, she said 
braggingly—and rightfully so. Our 
cover, you will note, is a colorful 
(indeed) portrait of a certain En¬ 
glishman, not a photograph. Of 
course, Life magazine had an illus¬ 
tration on its cover recently, so 
we’re not really First. We’re just 
the first of the fan mags, which is 
good enough. 

You may WIN (yes, win) the por¬ 
trait of John Lennon which appears 
on our cover. It’s approximately 
8V6xl 1 inches, painted in vivid 
dayglo by our tiny art director, 
Nancy. The actual portrait has no 
type, no logo-just John. (Our next 
contest will be to win our Tiny art 
director!) 

To WIN (yes, win) this once-only 
offer, just take out a sheet of 
paper, write your name, address 
and age on it, and then tell us, in 
25 words or less, just what you 
think of the cover. You don’t have 
to flatter—be honest. We want to 
know. Tell us why you like or don't 
like it. TeenSet’s staff will select 
the winner; since this a contest of 
sorts, it is subject to the standard 
TeenSet contest rules. 

Mail your letter to TeenSet, Box 
1309, Hollywood, Calif. 90028. 
And give us a piece of your mind. 

-J. S. 
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THE GREATEST NAMES IN MUSIC ARE AVAILABLE IN 4-TRACK 



BREAKTHROUGH!!! 


FOR 1967 


BRILLIANT 


MODEL 
M-30 

FOR 3S.S5, CARTRIDGES STARTING AT .89 


FROM THE WORLD’S LEADING 
STEREO PRODUCER . . . 

FOR CAR- HOME- 


BOAT-MOTORCYCLE 

V 


THE ASSOCIATION 

THE MAMAS AND THE PAPAS 

FRANK SINATRA 

THE RIGHTEOUS BROTHERS 

DEAN MARTIN 

NANCY SINATRA 

THE EVERLY BROTHERS 

RAY CHARLES 

HERB ALPERT AND THE TIJUANA BRASS 
BOBBY DARIN 

NINO TEMPO & APRIL STEVENS 
SONY & CHER 
LOUIS ARMSTRONG 
LOVIN' SPOONFUL 
THE CHALLENGERS 
? AND THE MYSTERIANS 
BILLY VAUGHN 
THE DARTELLS 

MARTHA AND THE VANDELLAS 
THE CHANTAYS 

PAUL BUTTERFIELD BLUES BAND 
LOVE 

PETULA CLARK 

JACK JONES 

JACKIE DESHANNON 

GARY LEWIS AND THE PLAYBOYS 

JAN & DEAN 

JAMES BROWN 

JOHNNY RIVERS 

THE VENTURES 

THE PLATTERS 

RAMSEY LEWIS 

THE IMPRESSIONS 


THE SMOTHERS BROTHERS 

OLDIES BUT GOODIES 

JOHNNY MATHIS 

GENE PITNEY 

THE KINKS 

HERMAN'S HERMITS 

LESLEY GORE 

ROGER MILLER 

THE 4 SEASONS 

BOBBY HEBB 

THE LEAVES 

PERCY SLEDGE 

THE SUPREMES 

MARY WELLS 

THE 4 TOPS 

MARVIN GAYE 

THE MIRACLES 

THE SHANGRI-LAS 

THE DIXIE CUPS 

MEL CARTER 

DON ADAMS 

JODY COLLINS 

BEACH BOYS 

BEATLES 

NAT KING COLE 

JACKIE GLEASON 

THE LETTERMEN 

AL MARTINO 

WAYNE NEWTON 

BUCK OWENS 

PETER & GORDON 

LOU RAWLS 

NANCY WILSON 
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AU MUNTZ STORES FEATURE A MAGNIfICENT SELECTION Of OVER 40,000 CARTRIDGE TITLES . .. 

THE WORLD’S LARGEST LIBRARY Of TAPE ENTERTAINMENT 

.7715 DENSMORE AVENUE • VAN NUYS, CALIFORNIA 



the fresh, young, REALLY young fragrance. . - yours FI£I313! 


Just 3 small green ones ($3.00)-that’s all it takes to tune you in- 
and turn him on! How? By subscribing to TeenSet to receive a 
whole year of the news you care about most—64 Fab pages and color 
pin-ups ... PLUS, as TeenSet’s gift to you, a 2 oz. GIFT of Muguet 


des Bois Toilet Water to wear wherever Girlwatching goes on! 

A real groovy scent, Coty makes it expressly for young, with-it chicks 
-and it’s yours FREE with your TeenSet subscription. So clip this 
coupon pronto: a good deal like this can’t last too long! 


TEENSET SUBSCRIPTIONS 
P.O. Box 8403 
Chicago, Illinois 60680 

Send me the next 12 Issues of TeenSet and my free Coty Gift. ($5.95 value, only $3.00.) 
My $3.p0 is enclosed. Foreign subscriptions $5.00 

NAME.. 

(plesss print or type) 


STREET. 

CITY.STATE 


ZIP CODE 






















ORDER BACK ISSUES OF TEENSET HERE! 


Dont miss out on any of the fun, interviews, or fabulous color pinups! Just step right up, cut out the coupon, tell 
us which back issues you want, and mail it, along with 50 cents per issue, to TeenSet Back Issues, Box 8381, Chicaeo 
III. 60680. Simple! Easy! Cheap, even. 

Sorry, 1965 and 1966 back issues are no longer available. 


Here are some of the supergroovyfabgear (?) past issues you can order: 

November, 1967 October, 1967 


September, 1967 


August, 1967 
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July, 1967 


June. 1967 


TeenSet TeenSet 


May, 1967 


April, 1967 
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TEENSET BACK ISSUES, BOX 8381, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60680 

I would like the following back issues of TeenSet; I enclose 50 cents 
for each issue (list issues by month and year):_ 


Name_____ 

Stree t_. _ 

City------—___State_Zip. 







































MQNKEE XMAi 
SEALS! 




Outasifih for your letters! 
Color! Envelopes too! 

Your pen pals 
will flip 
for 
this! 


All kinds! 
All colors! 
These will tell 
everyone on 
your mailing list about your 

gsr 1005*1” 

Monkee Note Pads! 

Perfect for school, home, 
pen pals, party invitations! 

^PHOTOS! 




Surprise your 
friends! Order, 
extra for ideal 
Xmas fiifts! 

.4 for only $ 1.00 


only 
$ 1.00 
per box! 

.ORDER AS MANY AS YOU NEED! 

r #iSO 
NOXKBB 
S8TICKEIIS8! 


Monkee Iron- OnsM 


For pillow-cases, signs, 
T-shirts, blouses, curtains, 
anything you want Monkees on! 






COLOR! ALL SIZES! 

DAVY! MICKY! PETER! MIKE! 

Stick 'em on books, letters, 
anywhere and everywhere! 
IMAGINE 

7<5«X$I.OO. 


DEDICATED 

DAVY LUVER! 

DAVY! MICKY! PETER! MIKE! 

HURRY! $1.00 for each 

Send This Coupon 

TO: MONKEE GOODIES 
P. O. BOX 1967 
HOLLYWOOD, CALIF. 90028 

Please send me the items I have 
checked. I enclose $1.00 for each 
plus 25 cents for RUSH CHRIST¬ 
MAS handling! 

_ set(s) Monkee Xmas Seals 

_ Box(es) Monkee Stationery 

_ Iron On Transfers (check which) 

□ DAVY □ MICKY □ PETER □ MIKE 

_ Monkee Note Pads 

___ „sets of 750 Monkee Stickers 


NAME. 


ADDRESS . 


CITY 


STATE . 


ZIP 


SEND 25* FOR RUSH HANDLING. 
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DAVY’S 

NEW 
CAREER 


B y now you must know 
that Davy Jones has em¬ 
barked on a new 
‘thing.” Not that he’s going 
to stop what he’s been doing (a little 
acting here, a record there...). He’s 
merely adding a few things. 

Like a clothing store. Called Zilch 1 
(because he 
hopes there will 
be Zilch 2, 3 and 
so on), it’s locat¬ 
ed at 217 Thomp¬ 
son Street in the heart of the Village 
in New York City. It’s not a franchise, 
nor is it a fancy store which pays to use 
his name. Davy has spent long exhaust¬ 
ing hours flying to and fro, arranging 
the remodeling and redecorating and the manufacture and display of good but 
not expensive clothes. 

Zilch 1 contains every conceivable kind of wearing apparel which would ap¬ 
peal to young people — especially small young people (although all sizes are rep¬ 
resented). Davy knows how difficult — and expensive — it can be to find clothes 
that fit! After all, how many perfect size 8's do you know? There are boots, jack¬ 
ets, beads, bells, belts, pants, sweaters... Davy estimates that a young man (or 
girl) could outfit himself completely, top to bottom, for about $30. Slightly in¬ 
credible! 


or Haberdashery 
can lead to headaches 


“There isn’t anything in the shop that I wouldn’t wear myself,” he said some¬ 
what proudly. He has even designed some of the items, like the raga coats, and 
very soon there will be a Davy Jones clothing line. (As opposed to clothesline.) 
(Very bad pun, we know.) Meantime, all the merchandise is made by reputable 
brand name manufacturers, but it’s sold for much less than you’d pay at your 
friendly neighborhood department store. “It won’t make much profit,” Davy said 
ruefully, “but there’s a mail order system that might.” 

If you cannot afford plane fare to New York, despair not. Write to Zilch at the 
address given above and they will send you a catalog over which you may pore, 
gloat, and chortle. You might even order some clothes from it. Davy needs the 
money. . c 
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Formerly Titled Pardon? 


Every new era or trend 
or chapter or whatever in 
the world of entertainment 
has its own vocabulary. 

Today’s scene is no ex¬ 
ception. There are words 
and phrases floating about. 
Some are old, some are 
new. Some are borrowed 
and some are unprintable. 

One thing all of them 
seem to have in common 
is the fact that they’re al¬ 
most impossible to de¬ 
scribe in everyday syno¬ 
nyms. We didn’t realize 
this until we started writ¬ 
ing this quiz. You’ll see 
what we mean when you 
start taking it. 

The quiz, that is. 


1. Lame — (a) uncool, 
(b) uncouth, (c) uncoordi¬ 
nated. 

2. What’s going down — 

(a) What’s going on or 
happening, (b) putting 
something down, (c) build¬ 


ing something up. 

3. Cop out — (a) call the 
police, (b) reveal informa¬ 
tion, (c) Avoid the real is¬ 
sue. 

4. Get it on — (a) get off 
it, (b) get with it, (c) get 
along without it. 

5. Get high — (a) dig 
something tremendously, 
(b) take drugs, (c) get in¬ 
volved. 

6. Rap — (a) talk to 
someone, (b) talk with 
someone, (c) talk about 
someone. 

7. Uptight - (a) all 
right, (b) outasite, (c) up¬ 
set. 

8. The heat — (a) city 
fathers, (b) the law, (c) 
someone important. 

9. Your bag — (a) your 
personality, (b) your pref¬ 
erence, (c) your involve¬ 
ment. 

10. Paranoia —(a) men¬ 


tal illness, (b) distrust, (c) 
fear. 

11. Do a number — (a) 
make a scene, (b) get car¬ 
ried away, (c) make a pro¬ 
duction of something. 

12. Turned on — (a) 
elated, (b) elevated, (c) 
fascinated. 

13. Hip — (a) interest¬ 
ing, (b) aware, (c) beauti¬ 
ful. 

14. Heavy— (a) big, (b) 
powerful, (c) important. 

15. Tell it like it is — 

(a) just the facts, ma’am, 

(b) hit the nail on the 
head, (c) say what you feel. 

16. A happening — (a) 
a love in, (b) a freak out, 

(c) a trip. 

17. Do your thing — (a) 
act your age, (b) be your¬ 
self, (c) keep your head. 

18. Flash —(a) surprise, 
(b) shock, (c) realization. 


19. Groove — (a) parti¬ 
cipate, (b) enjoy some¬ 
thing, (c) be groovy. 

20. Blow your mind — 

(a) blow up, (b) confuse 
your head, (c) flip over 
something. 


QUIZ ANSWERS 

1 — a, 2 — a, 3 — c, 4 — 
b, 5 — a, 6 — any one of 
the three since “to rap” is 
“to talk” although it start¬ 
ed out to be short for rap¬ 
port, which is a lot more 
than just talk, 7 — c, 8 — 
b, 9 — c, 10 — c, 11 — c, 
12 —a or c, 13 — b, 14 — 
any of the three, 15 — b, 
16 — none of the three (a 
happening isn't a love in, 
a freak out or a trip — it’s 
a happening, and if you 
can think of the proper way 
to describe same, you’re a 
better man than we, Gun- 
ga Din), 17 — b, 18 — c, 
19 - b, 20 - c. 
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Second in our meet-the-Buffalo series, dashing drummer Dew recalls his eventful past. Can you dig it? 

In high school I took up baritone sax and got into the band. But I didn't really dig it too much. I used to go 
into the music room after school or whenever I didn’t bug the teacher. I used to set up this old funky set of 
drums. They had the makings of about half a complete set of all unmatched stuff and it was really just junk. I 
used to go to all these music stores and price drums. A cheap set was really expensive to me. Finally I rented 
a set for a couple of days. I set them up in the dining room and tried to play along to records. Then I conned 
my parents into helping me get a set by telling them I could make enough money to make the payments. I took 
some lessons from a drummer who was a friend of mine. He was a very advanced technical drummer, and he 
got me some jobs and then I got some jobs. I used to play with these honky tonk outfits. Anything, you know. I 
didn’t start out playing rock and roll. Well, I did. We started a group in school called the Jive Rockets. Then I 
played with a lot of these Guy Lombardo bands because it was money, you know. Eight dollars a night. From 
there I worked everywhere around Ottawa (Canada). 

In 1960 I came to the states and went to Nashville. I had met a lot of drummers and entertainers around 
Ottawa and I always used to say, “If you hear of anybody that needs a drummer. . .’’ you know. That’s what 


TeenSet/II 


people come up to me and say now. And I just forget about it. You don't mean to forget, it's just that you have 
so many other tilings to think about. But I didn't understand that, so I got really bugged and went myself. I 
didn’t take any drums or anything. So I went down there and filing around in the clubs on Printer's Alley, which 
is a bunch of speakeasies. (It was illegal to sell mixed drinks in Tennessee.) I used to sit around the Carousel, 
where Boots Randolph used to play, and mess around on the drums during the day. I got to know a lot of the 
musicians who hung around there. One day Hank Garland, a great guitarist who did all the sessions in Nash¬ 
ville, was messing ground there. I didn't have any sticks but f found two combs and got up and played. I guess 
I did fairly well because he told some people about me. 

There was another bar on Printer’s Alley where every musician from the Grand Ole Opry hung out. I used 
to go there, too. I met Faron Young there one day and found out he needed a drummer, so I went out and got 
a set of drums and split for a tour with him the next day. I took Roger Miller’s place. He had gotten bugged 
and decided to make it on his own. We backed up most of the acts, like Buck Owens and George Jones. And, 
working for Faron, we could go out with other groups when we weren’t busy working with him. I went out with 
Ray Price a couple of times. 

The greatest thing of all, though, was to play on the Grand Ole Opry. On the Opry stage. You just sit up there 
with snare drums and a set of brushes. And you wear all these rhinestone pants and it’s really a gas. 

in 1963 I came to California for the first time. With Faron Young. We pulled up in our bus to the world fa- 



That’s good oF 
Dew at the tender 
tot age (near right). 

Several (as in 
many) years later he 
met one of his all- 
time idols, Otis 
Redding (far right). 
Dew is the most 
outgoing Buffalo 
. . . the one the girls 
can count on for a 
hearty hello and a 
big hug (indeed)! 


mous Knickerbocker Hotel! Elvis used to stay there. I checked in and put on clean clothes and walked up and 
down Hollywood Boulevard! Looking at all the stars on the street, you know. 

After about a year of working for Faron Young, Leon McCollough offered me a job. He has a top western 
swing band, and I really flipped out because everybody wanted to play with them. I didn't dig working with 
him, though, because one night he’d tell me to play one way and I'd play it, and the next night he’d change. 
So I left him and went back to Nashville and went out on the road with Carl Perkins. From there I worked with 
Roy Orbison, and then with Patsy Klein. 

But I dug Hollywood so much that I split from Nashville with fifty dollars in my pocket, my drums, and a '63 
Riviera. First thing I did when I got here was to go to the Palomino Club, which was where we played, you know. 
The people there remembered me and got me a job sitting in with a band at the Lazy X. It was called Norm 
Rawley and Band. And what a great guy Norm Rawley is! 

Then this guy, Lucky Lee, offered us a job to go to Seattle for two hundred and fifty dollars a week and ex¬ 
pense money. He called the group Lucky Lee and the Blue Diamonds. There was supposedly a millionaire back¬ 
ing it and it was "definitely going to make it big,” you know. But after a couple of months it looked like the 
checks weren’t coming in anymore. 

The rest of the group split but I stayed and recorded for Jerry Dennon, who has his fingers in just about 
everything in the northwest. He did a session on me and it came off fairly well. So, he released a record under 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 48 
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Two years ago? Or 
was it three? Dylan at 
the Newport Folk 
Festival, with less hair, 
more weight (above 
and opposite page), 
baggy jeans and work 
shirts, Pied Pipering a 
whole generation down 
his road.., until it got 
too crowded. 


EXCLUSIVE PHOTOS OF 
BOB DYLAN 
BY JIM MARSHALL 
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A little later, after 
Newport but before 
“Blond e on Blonde/’ 
Dylan ran (or loped) 
in semi-underground 
circles (whatever that 
means). Behind San 
Francisco’s City Lights 
'bookstore (top far left) 
he kept company with 
poet/ playwright 
Michael McClure and 
poet Allen Ginsberg. A 
typical New York street 
(near left) was made 
untypical by his 
presence. At Newport 
again (center left) 
with Joan Ba’ez and his 
co-manager John Cort’s 
son. He cuddled a 
kitten in a small 
restaurant somewhere 
in the East (bottom 
left); he received a 
vigorous toweling from 
a cowboy-hatted Joanie 
(bottom near left). 
Their friendship was 
further documented in 
the film “Don’t Look 
Back,” which should be 
playing everywhere but 
isn’t. With folk music 
hero Pete Seeger 
(right) at another 
Newport festival. 
People like Seeger and 
Baez first noticed the 
scrawny young singer 
and helped introduce 
him to a spotlight he 
has occupied by 
himself for the past two 
years. Word from 
Woodstock, N.Y. (his 
refuge and farm home) 
tells us that he’s grown 
a beard, become 
healthy, and will 
surprise us with his 
new songs and new 
image. He has 
obviously changed 
from these early days, 
and will change even 
more; each Dylan 
phase is a new step for 
the rest of us too. 
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Mail ypur letters to: TeanSet, Box 1309, 
Hollywood, Calif. 90028 


GORGEOUS GEORGE 

Next to the real live George 
(the mind reels) what could be 
more beautiful than his full color 
photo? You’re right, of course; 
two full color photos! Plus that 
groovy giant poster! I was so 
knocked out by your December 
issue, I may never come back to 
earth. Please keep the George 
pictures and stories coming. Beau¬ 
tify America! 

(Yes, I think he’s more gor¬ 
geous without the mustache, but 
why quibble?) 

Carol Schroeder 
Chicago, Ill. 

CAMPUS REPORTERS 

I was beginning to think your 
Campus Reporter program was a 
hoax, but then I saw those won¬ 
derful Poems to Peter by Cher 
Hurd (Nov. issue). They were 
just beautiful (especially since 
Pete is also my fave!), and I can’t 
wait to see more articles by your 
talented Campus Reporters. 

Sally Michaelson 
Salt Lake City, Utah 

• Our January issue has two Cam¬ 
pus Reporter articles which we 
know you'll enjoy . We're delighted 
to give them the opportunity to 
“do their thing/' and we hope to 


include much more from them in 
the future.—Editor. 

TWO AT ONCE 

As perhaps a final although I 
really doubt it word on the Bea- 
tles-Monkee debate, I now submit 
my entry. Folks, this may seem 
very hard to believe, but I love 
both top groups and will defend 
both till the end (don’t ask “of 
what?”). TeenSet, in my strong 
opinion, is a really all-round great, 
outasite magazine, and to omit 
anything about the fab Sgt. Pep¬ 
per’s makers, or about the groovy 
TV-record rompers would be a 
sin. I don’t think anyone should 
knock either the group or their 
millions (literally) of fans. If you 
don’t like them, OK, don’t make 
us miss what you’re missing. I 
know personally I flipped when I 
saw another great Beatles article 
coming my way in your Nov. is¬ 
sue, but when I read your Peter 
poems and saw (what a humble 
word) the pix, it was just too 
much! 

Keep up the great work, Teen- 
Set! 

Toni Sands 
Willingboro, N.J. 

TeenSet, you and the Buffalo 
must have something going—but 


whatever it is, I’m glad. You’re 
the only mag I can get that says 
something about those beautiful 
boys (come on, now... which one 
is your favorite? You’ve been very 
discreet so far—I really can’t tell 
which one wins your prize). 

Anyway, they looked great in 
the December issue, Richie was 
darling in January, and I can’t 
wait for the rest! Buffalo Forever! 
Trudy Gotsch 
Santa Maria, Calif. 

• Our favorite Buffalo is... which¬ 
ever one we're talking to at the 
moment! (Or looking at, or listen¬ 
ing to...) — Editor. 

MAD ABOUT MAIL 

About three months ago I sent 
in $3.00 for a subscription to 
TeenSet. I still haven’t received 
one single issue! What’s going on? 
The same thing happened when I 
sent in $1.00 for two back issues— 
nothing! What are you people do¬ 
ing with my money? Give me 
TeenSet or refund my money! 

Sammy Martinez 
Dayton, Ohio 

• Subscriptions and back issue or¬ 
ders normally take three to six 
weeks to arrive . Unfortunately , a 
change was recently made in mail- 
ing facilities, so all orders have 
been delayed . Please be patient— 
your money is in honest hands, 
and you should be receiving your 
copies soon — if you haven't al¬ 
ready. — Editor . 

I find I must write. I just read 
the Mail Scene in your November 
issue. What a pain! Four Beatle 
letters, four Monkee letters. Beatle 
fans hate Monkee fans and vice 
versa. I thought I had found one 
letter which was very tolerant, but 
then this person hated Jimi Hen¬ 
drix because he had ugly hair! 

One girl wrote, “There are a 
lot of groups that are more de¬ 
serving of popularity.” How can 
you judge a group’s performance 
on how often they bathe? What is 
this girl going to do when she gets 
married ? When she wakes up in 


18 















The Crazy World of Arthur Brown “Fighter” Hendrix “Candy-man" Ringo 


the morning her husband will 
have a beard, messy hair, and 
sleep in his eyes. Will she find him 
repulsive just because he’s not im¬ 
maculately groomed? 

When the Beatles and the Mon- 
kees got together they liked each 
other. They don’t begrudge each 
other’s success — why should the 
fans? Hate is such an ugly thing 
I can’t see why anyone would 
write to a magazine to publish 
their private ugliness. 

Sue Gasper 
Detroit, Mich. 

• We heartily concur! — Editor . 

FAINTING FAN 

Egad, TeenSet, I thought you 
had everything a fan mag could 
offer, but your December issue 
blew my mind completely! The 
double poster was great, the Skat¬ 
ing Party was outasite, and that 
color pic of George was faint- in¬ 
ducing. Thank you, thank you, 
thank you! 

Elaine Murphy 
Dallas, Texas 

t 

MONKS AGAIN 

What do those people in Mail 
Scene have against the Monkees? 
And what do you have against 
them? Or are you? I’m really not 
sure. Sometimes you have wonder¬ 
ful stories on them, and then some¬ 
times you tear them down. What’s 
going on? Can’t you make up your 
minds whether you like them or 
not? Won’t you please state your 
decision? 

Mary Holden 
Augusta, Ga. 
• We have never “torn them 
down”; we did print a straight , 
honest article about a badly mis¬ 
managed situation which was no 
fault of the Monkees. This article 
was misunderstood by some read¬ 
ers , but it was not a put-down of 
* the Monkees themselves . We like 

them , they’re nice people , and we 
wish them well . —Editor 

ASSOCIATED! 

Deepest appreciation for the ar¬ 
ticle on Jim Yester of the Associ¬ 


ation in the November TeenSet 
and also for the two discussions by 
Terry Kirkman in the previous is¬ 
sues. 

TeenSet is the only magazine 
that gives them a chance to be 
known. Perhaps it’s because Teen¬ 
Set, like the Association, is a few 
notches above standard and is 
willing to delve into what group 
members have to say. I was just 
wondering if you’re going to fin¬ 
ish off in grand style by running 
articles on Brian, Russ, Ted and 
Larry. It’s quite interesting find¬ 
ing out about the whole person 
behind the face. 

Mary Ann Mansman 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 

• Hope you saw Brian in our De¬ 
cember issue , Russ in January , 
and now Larry on p. 38. Look for 
Ted in the next issue! —Editor 

I would like to take this oppor¬ 
tunity to thank you for the tWo 
part article by Terry Kirkman and 
the color pictures and the story 
about Jim Yester in the November 
issue. The articles were interesting 
and the pictures beautiful. I’m 
kind of batty about the Associa¬ 
tion; most of the time I’m too 
busy to keep up with all of the 
new groups so I guess I’m guilty 
of devoting all my interest (and 
record funds) to the Association. 
By doing this I’m probably miss¬ 
ing out on a lot of other great 
groups and their efforts, but those 
are the breaks — know what I 
mean?? However , despite my lack 
of time, I always find time to read 
TeenSet; not only is it both in¬ 
formative and enjoyable, it’s the 
only teen magazine worth reading. 

Keep up the good work, Teen¬ 
Set. There are a lot of people who 
appreciate your efforts. You bet¬ 
ter believe it. 

Nanci Woodford 
Long Gfove, Iowa 



You cats 
have just 

one life. 

Why 

blow 

it? 

Here s where it s of, baby. 

Cigarettes can kill you. 

Smoke enough and , chances 
are , they will. For real. 

For good. And forever. You’ve 
gof /usf one life , pussycat. 

Why blow it? 

american 

cancer 

society 
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THE 

BEEGEES 

REVISITED 


My biggest mistake in interviewing 
the BeeGees was tp try and talk seri¬ 
ously to Robin Gibb* Gazing innocently* 
at me, he reeled off some of the most 
high sounding nonsense I've yet re¬ 
corded. But it sourjded wonderful until 
I tried to figure ou* what it was exactly 
that he’d said. 

Despite this propensity for double- 
talk, Robin manages to be an integral 
member of the BeeGees. Maybe it’s 
because his brothers are in the group. 
Then again, mayN it’s because he’s a 
very talented musician and prolific 
song-writer. One never knows. But 
there he is, with his twin Maurice and 
their older brother Barny, along with 
Vince Melouney and Colin Peterson. 

The three brothers are the ones who 
started it all. They were born in Man¬ 
chester which is in the north of Eng- 


PHOTOS BY MIK£ 
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BY CAROL GOLD 





land, and moved to Australia when they 
were medium young, because kids 
usually don't get much say in where 
their parents live. It was in Australia 
when they were 14 and 12 (Barry was 
14 and the twins were 12) that they 
started singing professionally. Then 
they got their own television show once 
a week. It .was a variety show along the 
lines of £6 Sullivan’s, with the Gibb 
Brothers playing Ed’s part as well as 
starring as a vocal trio. 

They had three hit records and left 
Australia on the heels of their first 
number one, in the conviction that they 
had gone as far there as they could. So 
the whole Gibb family moved back to 
England. This time the kids had a say 
in wh'ere they were going; 

As I said, at that time, the brothers 
were a vocal trio. “We were going to 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 49 
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brought back with him a whole 
new outlook on life, and is practic¬ 
ing what he believes is the right 
way to live. His music, getting pret¬ 
tier all the time, reflects his new 
attitudes, as the songs are peace¬ 
ful, placid and warm with love. 

In an adjoining cave was RON 
LONG, who, as you may or may 
not recall, formed half of the Buf¬ 
falo Fish several years ago with 
STEVE STILLS ... hence the name 
... Singer-composer-guitarist Ron 
stayed on flat-land just long 
enough to delight us with his 
talents. 

GENIE THE TAILOR flew back 
from London with lots of new ideas 
for clothes. “I had a super duper 
time, ,? she told me, “but my arms 
sure are tired.” A floor length 
coat for PETER and some fancy 
threads (as well as materials) for 
PHIL, DRAKE AND SMITTY are 
her latest creations. 

ARLO GUTHRIE sang his way 
into my life when he did a special 
guest set at the hoot night at the 
Troubadour. Having heard his al¬ 
bum (“Alice’s Restaurant”) and 
having seen the boy live, in living 
color and charming charm, I can 
only hope (and pray, and write to 
my Congressman) that ARLO will 
be booked into a club here soon. 

Passing in the halls at RCA this 
month were MONKEES, AIRPLANE, 
GRATEFUL DEAD, AND LEWIS AND 
CLARKE EXPEDITION. (Passing 
out in the halls was yours truly.) 
MARTY BALIN is looking extremely 
good these days (as opposed to 
the other days, when he looked 
only very good), and SPENCER has 


HOLLYWOOD 
UNDERGROUND 
BY GINNI GANAHL 


All the super scoop and slam- 
merscam from famous Hollywood 
— by (one of) TeenSet’s groovy 
girl(s) in Hollywood—Ginni Ganahl. 

At the Troubadour, while I was 
finding out the latest BUFFALO 
news from new manager DICKIE 
DAVIS, PETER TORK strolled in, 
banjo on his knee. Later, in be¬ 
tween “Alvin” and a great banjo 
finger-picker, PETER yelled a hello 
to MIKE NESMITH, who was stand¬ 
ing in the upstairs darkness, and 
the two fell into a hilarious patter 
routine. PETER climbed out long 
enough to display great talent, 
great warmth, great humour and, 
in general, a great personality. 
MIKE did the same when, later, I 
asked him how the album was 
coming. “Album? Oh. Uh huh. Nice 
weather, yes? Album’s gonna be 
good. How are you? Hi, Pete, how’s 
the album?" 

QUESTION OF THE MONTH: 

What blond member of one of the 
top American groups was seen this 
month wearing matching socks??? 
(A spokesman for the mystery man 
explained, 'You know how it is.”) 


Happy Pete 


JIM VALLEY returned from an 
extended vacation in the rocky, 
sea-side resort of Big Sur. “I stayed 
in a cave, all by myself. No other 
people, hangups, worries. I feel 
wonderful!!!” And when he hugged 
me, goodbye, I had to agree. JIM 


* 


* 


22 

















cut his hair and no longer looks 
like an escapee from an Alexander 
Dumas novel. 

ERIC BURDON flew over (direct 
from London) to play at the Fill¬ 
more, the Whiskee and the Artists’ 
and Models’ Ball in Hollywood. Of 
the three dates, I found the one at 
the ball to be the most interesting, 
as the microphones didn't work 
and ERIC had to entertain with 
talents other than his voice. His 
new bride, Angela, stayed in Eng¬ 
land this time, as she is "infanti- 
cipating.” 

The aforementioned BUFFALO 
news consists of what, by now, is 
surely not just "old,” but com¬ 
pletely reversed as well. As of this 
writi ng, however, N El L is, once 
again, living in his Laurel Canyon 
home; he has a gorgeous (hot rod) 
Classic Lincoln Continental, in 
which he promptly declined to take 
me for a ride ("What do you think 
I am, a freak? I’m going to risk the 
life of my favorite newsgirl?”); 
STEPHEN is writing more new 



TeenSet’s Beloved Buffalo 


songs all the time and they keep 
getting better and better. (I doubt 
if that will change, no matter how 
many months pass between writing 
and publication.) The new BUFF 
elpee, long awaited and already 
worn out at some houses I could 
specify, is a taste treat sensation, 
including such should-have-been- 
smashes as "Bluebird” and "Rock 
and Roll Woman.” "Hung Upside 
Down,” most likely the new single, 
gives STEPHEN a chance to air 


his lungs on his favorite kind of 
song. "Everydays,” "Broken Ar¬ 
row” and "Good Time Boy” have 
won top honors on my turntable. 

In between sitting on the Fill¬ 
more floor at Eric's feet and meet¬ 
ing the QUICKSILVER MESSENGER 
SERVICE through ole friend Clancy 
(former bass player for the group), 
I hung out at Coffee and Confusion 
on Grant Street, where somebody 
sang and I went into a dream. The 
somebody was GORDON ALEX¬ 
ANDER, a Los Angeles singer-com¬ 
poser of zen-rock-folk-psychedelic 
songs. I feared momentarily that 
my enthusiasm for his talent was 
given fuel by my youth and lack of 
musical experience, as I was sing¬ 
ing the songs and seeing his face 



Gordon Alexander 


all the way back home. Happy to 
report, however, that, upon my re¬ 
turn, I ran into STEVE STILLS, who 
began humming harmony to my 
rendition of a GORDON song. All 
in one day, I heard these com¬ 
ments about GORDON: TIM BUCK- 
LEY "OUTASITE! Fascinating!” 
PHIL OCHS: "Great, really nice, 
but it won’t sell. 1 should know.” 
FRANK ZAPPA: "No commercial 
potential.” NEIL YOUNG: "Did you 
see him?” (But that’s just our 
Neillie.) 

THE LEWIS AND CLARKE EX¬ 
PEDITION were guests of honor 
at a party given by Colgems at 
Ledbetter's in Westwood. The five 



Lewis and Clarke 


are all extremely good looking 
(kind of in the Marty Balin bag) 
and wear huggable buckskin fringe 
and sing soulful rock. While 
TRAVIS warned me about travelling 
in Malaysian circles, JEREMY 
CLYDE chatted with DAVY JONES 
and MIKE NESMITH meandered 
oyer (with Phyllis on his arm) to 
say, "Hi, Travis. How’s your 
albums?” 

Ran into (handsome) JIM PIKE 
of the LETTERMEN, of all people. 

I didn't actually run into him, I 
tripped and just happened to fall 
... a likely story. Between his 
gasps of pain and my apologies I 
managed to learn that they’re still 
not doing any performances in the 
LA area; it's enough to make me 
enroll in college in Iowa! They’re 
off again on another record-break¬ 
ing college tour. 

This tripping thing could be¬ 
come a nice habit; I stumbled into 
the Beverly Rodeo one day and 
almost trampled TOMMY JAMES, 
who looked very unhappy — he 
mumbled something about no 
sleep, no food, bad agents — but 
he propped up a smile and apolo¬ 
gized for trampling me (now, that's 
a gentleman for you). 



Tommy James himself 


Until next month, or when my 
handy-dandy ten point quiz will re¬ 
veal whether or not you’ve been 
paying attention, I remain humbly 
and forever yours. (Refer to para¬ 
graph #9.) 
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JEFFERSON 

AIRPLANE 

PHOTOS BY JIM MARSHALL 
AND CHUCK BOYD 


Jefferson Airplane have finally 
arranged a flight schedule of 
hits, but with every mind-blowing 
appearance they seem to gather 
controversy and newspaper 
comment. They don't seem to 
mind because they do their thing 
and like it, and that's all that 
counts. Grace and Jack (left) 
relax away from the recording 
studio for a change while Marty 
(below) sits pensively. He's the 
guiding hand and recording 
supervisor — also composer 
and lead singer. 
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Spencer and Grace wander 
through an airport parking lot 
(above). Marty and Paul visit a 
radio station in San Francisco 
(below). Recording dates have 
kept them away from the Bay 
City — but that means we LA 
people get to see more of them! 











One of the Airplane’s many 
outdoor concerts (above and 
right) wins fans and influences 
people. They’re one of the few 
groups to give free concerts for 
those who can’t afford expensive 
tickets. Lead guitarist Jorma 
(left) is, besides an excellent 
musician, a former classmate of 
TeenSet’s editor’s cousin at 
Antioch College. Big deal. 
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BLOOD SWEAT AND TEARS is a spin-off 
of the old Blues Project, gathered together 
by Al Kooper and Steve Katz, including 
Jim Fielder on bass (formerly with the 
Buffalo), Bobby Columby on drums, and 
four (count them) musicians on trumpets, 
sax and trombone. Most of the material is 
Al Kooper Original, heavily blues-oriented 
but with the added sophistication of the 
wind instruments and some, if you'll pardon 
the expression, groovy arrangements . , . 

A brand new group from Toronto, the 
STYX (formerly called Colonel Popcorn’s 
Butter Band) are not only good musicians 
but write all their own songs — and some 
of the best we’ve heard since the Buffalo 
Springfield stampeded into town. The Styx 
don’t have a recording contract yet, but they 
will undoubtedly give in to one of the many 
offers being made, and then we can all 
listen. One of their songs (written by bass 
player Dave) will be recorded by Chad and 
Jeremy. That should be some indication . . . 


Clearlight 


There are so many new people to write 
about! We don't have the space or the time 
to tell as much about them as they 
deserve, but we do want you to know 
they’re here . . . and that they will very 
soon (we hope) be there, wherever you are. 

THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA is 
perhaps the farthest out, the most cerebral, 
the most unusual. Five men and a girl 
vocalist; the instruments are drums, bass, 
organ, electric violin, a sometime calliope, 
and a collection of electronic knobs and 
gadgets that boggle the mind and ears. 

The effect is eerie, almost supernatural. 

The songs blend perfectly with the sounds, 
and Dorothy Moskowitz’ voice is as good as 
you’ll hear anywhere. They're on Columbia, 
and should have an album out very soon. 


HOTFLASHES 

(Otherwise 
Known as New 

Groups 
to Watch) 


CLEARLIGHT is a weird, weird-looking 
bunch who do strange things to electric 
guitars — and they’re the first group to 
feature two drummers, not one. They have 
an album on Elektra and live in Los 
Angeles, where they are beginning to make 
themselves well known and respected 
musically. 

THE STRAWBERRY ALARM CLOCK is 
another West Coast group; this one is 
different from the others — they’re already 
had a big hit, ’’Incense and Peppermints,” 
which was released on Uni Records and 
took its own sweet time ... to the top. In 
person (that is, on stage) they are ultra¬ 
casual, even barefoot, and some of the 
members trade off instruments and vocals. 
Their moody electric organ is especially 
effective. 
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QUICKSILVER MESSENGER SERVICE 
has been one of the most popular San 
Francisco groups for quite some time — 
but their fame didn't really start to spread 
until they appeared at the Monterey Pop 
Festival, where they blew many minds 
and were soon besieged by record 
companies; they settled on Capitol. The 
group is especially good on blues numbers, 
with a nice, clear lead guitar by John 
Cippolina. They were one of the foremost 
exponents (also performers) of Dino 
Valente songs (see p. 60), and they used 
to accompany Dino on some appearances. 


Salvation 




SALVATION used to be called the New 
Salvation Army Banned, but the Salvation 
Army objected (or at least someone 
thought they would). Salvation is from 
San Francisco, they have an album on ABC 
Paramount, and they have a bus (see 
photo) which is, shall we say, distinctive. 
They recently drove the poor thing across 
the country for a promotional tour, which 
must have been mass hysteria — they are 
very funny young men who smile a lot and 
aren’t hung up on being San Francisco 
super-cool. 


THE INNER SPIRIT appeared at the 
“World Famous” Whiskee A Go Go last 
November, second on the bill with Eric 
Burdon. A lot of people went just to see 
the Spirit. Vocally they’re not the greatest, 
but instrumentally their improvisations 
are supergood. And they have the only (to 
our knowledge) absolutely bald drummer 
in pop music. 

VANILLA FUDGE you should know about, 
definitely. Their first Atco album came out 
of nowhere (well, New York actually) to 
literally pounce on the air waves. They 
perform well-known hits in their own 
inimitable style, rearranging and changing 
at whim. "You Keep Me Hanging On” was 
never so good by the Supremes. 

And then there’s Stone Country, the 
Electric Flag, Blue Cheer, The Cowsills, 
and lots more; keep reading TeenSet for 
the latest — and first — news of the new. 

J. S. 


T-hg Strawberry Alarm Clorfc 
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BACK ON THE SET 

AGAIN 

Enjoying the favorite sport of Monkee-watching 


There’s a very subtle but noticeable change in the Monkees these days. They’ve grown 
up quite a bit since they first started romping around the Screen Gems set. At first they 
didn’t take it very seriously; it was all a funny gas, man, and they just larked their way 
through to victory and fortune. 

Then came the period of uptightness, fights with executives and producers, then win¬ 
ning the fight but withdrawing from people because they couldn’t trust too much any¬ 
more. There are still uncounted numbers of hangers-on who shadow the Monkees, live 
with them and live off them, but those people don’t come on quite so strong these days. 
Things are getting sorted out and the people around the Monkees are the ones they 
want to be around them. 

The Monkees third album is a giant step forward for them, which doesn’t surprise us. 
They’re quite good when they “do their thing” and stop worrying about impressing the 
so-called hip element of society. What some people don’t understand is that a great 
many so-called hippies have very narrow minds and would never admit that the Mon¬ 
kees could be good. 

The Monkees still clown around and laugh a lot. They still create more funny bits on 
the show than a dozen scriptwriters put together, but this season the clowning is for the 
show and not for themselves. They know they’re funny now, they don’t have to keep 
proving it to each other or anyone else. J. S. 
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THE BALLAD OF BIG JOHN 



Afan Re-Rides 

I know just what you’re 
thinking. 

You’re thinking ahahl She 
said she was through writing 
about John Lennon! 

I was. Then I saw these 
gorgeous, groovy, gaspy photo¬ 
graphs. Get the picture? 
Thought you would. 

Well, after falling down 
several flights of stairs (Lennon 
just doesn’t do a thing to me 
these days, right?), I took 
pen in trembling paw and 
wrote something I’ve been 
meaning to write for years . . . 
sock it to me, Johnny! 

Whoops—I mean I wrote 
the “poem” which has sort of 
been running through my 
alleged brain ever since I laid 
eyes and odds on that beautiful 
boy from Liverpool. 

It’s called The Ballad Of 
Big John. I think it has some¬ 
thing. Something old, 
something new, something 
borrowed, and for a beautiful 
change, nothing blue. 

Afan 

(Part One) 


Every afternoon in Surrey you can see him take 
His morning walk around the olde estate. 

He’s broad at the shoulder and narrow at the hip, 
And you better know better than to give any lip 
to BIG JOHN 

Cool and tough, he swings down the drive. 

Every muscle of his lean bod coming alive. 

You just know this cat is where-it’s-at. 

And you’d never guess he’s blind as a bat. 

BIG JOHN 
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Big John’s got a son named Julian 
And his kid’s as rough as his old man. 

He’s broad at the shoulder and narrow at the hip 
And would you believe he won't even take lip 
from BIG JOHN 

John raised his boy with a firm right hand, 

That could knock other daddies to the promised land. 

He’s hard as nails, eats ’em by the pound, 

And he never will allow no horsing around. 

BIG JOHN 




Big John makes music of a different kind 
It appeals to the ears, but also to the mind. 
When he’s performing, you’d better be 
Ready to applaud (and respectfully) 
for BIG JOHN 

He’s got talent he ain’t even found yet, 

But if you ask him about it, you can bet 
He’ll say something modest and make you mourn 
For thinking he would ever blow his own horn. 
BIG JOHN 


He’s a straight kind of guy who likes things plain, 
Fancy stuff gives him a guess-where pain. 

He can’t bear sittin’ and you’re a lucky cob 
If you ever get to lie down on the job 
with BIG JOHN 
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Despite all his strength and manner grim, 
There's a lot of tenderness inside him. 

He won’t let it show to anyone 
In fact, he wouldn't if you pulled a gun 
on BIG JOHN 

But if the truth were known, and it's about to be, 
If you'll keep this just between you and me, 
Our strong silent giant, alack and alas, 

Loves the flowers, trees and grass. 

BIG JOHN 

BIG BAD JOHN 
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Fifth in our Association Series 


LARRY 

RAMOS 

(ET AL) 

By Marilyn Doerfler 


Kipling's “Ballad of East and West" 
started with a line that read “East is Eeast 
and West is West and never the twain shall 
meet" (toying with a differential line of 
time, space and race). Larry and Helene 
(pronounced Helen) Ramos notice the dif¬ 
ference and cater to the combining of East 
—West ideas, which in the long run, Larry 
believes, will hold his children in good 
stead. His children ... Butch, who is 10 and 
Stacy Lin and Tracy Lee, Larry's twin 
daughters who are 2% years... will be 
brought up, as he puts it "in a culture 
which is not really Western and not really 
Eastern, but the better of the two cultures. 
I’m trying to draw upon the wisdom that 
my father used when he reared us (and 
I do mean reared, sometimes) in the firm, 
fundamental ways of the Far East and still, 
at the same time, keep their minds open so 
that they can embrace the entire new West¬ 
ern civilization." 

Although Larry was born in Hawaii, his 
ancestry is basically Oriental, being a com¬ 
bination of Filipino, Chinese and Spanish. 
A family luau takes on an Oriental flair; 
since Larry's mother and father were the 
first to move to the mainland from Hawaii, 
it always seems to wind up at the same 
place.* "My mother and father always host 
it and my mother usually serves seven or 
eight courses of basically Oriental food.” 

Outside of the occasional luau, tradition 
more or less falls to the wayside. However, 
Larry says that Helene has acquired a 
typically Oriental trait: no matter how late 
Larry comes home (be it 3:00 or 4:00 in 
the morning or whenever), she is always 
waiting up for him with a pot of Japanese 
green tea called Ocha steeping on the 
stove. Just before he retires, he has a cup 
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of Ocha and a Nestle’s Crunch Candy Bar 
and if Helene can get down to the Japanese 
restaurant, he adds a snack called Sushi, 
which is little bits of fish on rice seasoned 
with vinegar and baked to the size of a 
finger. Larry wheels in the portable TV and 
both Larry and Helene, while snacking, 
watch the late, late, late show... a good 
Charlie Chan movie or perhaps a really 
Class B or C horrdr movie (which are not 
Helene's favorites, by the way, but they 
probably wouldn’t be yours either if "Mag¬ 
nificent Obsession" or "Gone With The 
Wind" might possibly be on the other sta¬ 
tion), Larry added that "when I come home, 
the TV is mine and if it’s a horror movie, 
Helene will watch it because I do. A lot of 
people ask how you can raise a family and 
still be in this business. Well, the schedule 
has to rotate around mine, of course, but 
it really doesn’t cause too many headaches. 
My girls, for instance, watch TV till 2:00 
in the morning, but they don’t get up 
until noon, either, My son can’t watch that 
late, of course, because he has to go to 
school. Helene fixes his breakfast at night 
—she puts the cereal to one side, you 
know, and then she just has to get him up 
in the morning. He’s very good about doing 
things for himself and since school is only 
a two minute walk away, it isn't too much 
of a problem." 

One problem that the Ramos family has 
had of late revolves around the family's 
real baby, Belinda, which is Larry’s Apollo 
and his one real weakness. Sports cars 
have always had their way with Larry, but 
Belinda II is that special type of inanimate 
object which takes on a form of realism 
until you can almost feel an aura of life 
coming from it. Poor Belinda!! It seems that 
she is in the hospital (automobile repair 
shop to all realists) after an accident which 
has bent back her nose and blemished her 
makeup a bit. And, wouldn’t you know it?? 
Helene was driving it at the time. IN 
DEFENSE OF ALL SHE-TYPE DRIVERS, IT , 
WASN'T HER FAULT. 


Larry and family—on the local merry-go 
round (center and far left) and on the park 
green. The twins are Stacy Lin and Tracy 
Lee, the boy is Butch, and the look is happy. 
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But it looks like the Ramos family will 
once again be reunited with Belinda after 
Larry’s personal mechanic, Rick, fixes her 
up to his full satisfaction and Dean Jeffries, 
the fellow who worked on the Monkees' 
car, gives her a new face lift. In fact, Larry 
says that "Dean and I are redesigning her 
nose so that she is a lot more stable at 
high speeds and also, it will be a little per¬ 
sonal touch so that Belinda won't look like 
any other Apollo on the road.” 

You might say that Larry seems to re¬ 
volve around the happy hummings of life. If 
his family is well and happy, his Belinda in 
tune and the Association doing “alright” 
(and they sure are), Larry’s attitude is "who 
could ask for anything more.” And so, dear 
fans, he has asked Teenset to leave you 
with this thought in the hopes that you will 
have the same good fortune he has had: 
Listen to the aged, youth ... 

For they have knowledge and wisdom 
Gained thru toil and hardship 
Listen and learn and reap 
For someday, you will be the aged. 

Larry Ramos 
October 13, 1967 


Larry gives a fish-kiss to a twin (we have 
no idea which one...), then takes a walk 
with Butch. The Association's "family man” 
proves you can be a pop music star and 
still have that elusive thing called a happy 
home life! 
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The Seekers 


“I don’t like airy-fairy made up 
stories." Judith Durham (who had 
earlier denied the existence of a 
brother "Bull") explained her 
stand on pop -music. “Traditional 
folk music is mainly words and, 
since I am more interested in the 
music, I like modern treatment 
much better. With blues or some¬ 
thing like that, there s more meat." 

On a tightly-scheduled tour of 
the States this winter, Judith took 
a few moments to talk about the 
Seeker’s music and style and out¬ 
looks on music. 

“We've found a common ground 


in folk music. We stick with it be¬ 
cause it's successful. We try to ad¬ 
vance, but we set a limit. We want 
to keep the sound that is the Seek¬ 
ers.” 

Bruce Woodley and Keith Potger 
are self-taught guitarists, while 
Judith and Athol (Guy) are prod¬ 
ucts of piano lessons. Athol, how¬ 
ever, is a self-taught bassist. 

"Keith does the basic arranging 
and, like most groups, we add to 
the basics. Bruce writes most of 
the original material we do, but 
Keith and I have also contributed 
a few songs to the repertoire.” 


Besides Bruce, Judith’s favor¬ 
ite composers are Johh Lennon 
and Paul McCartney. “I sang ‘Yes¬ 
terday’ on one of our Ips, but most 
Beatle songs are to be sung by a 
boy to a girl, so we don’t use them. 
I can’t really think of any other 
particular writers. I guess I don't 
really have favorites outside of 
Lennon-McCartney. It’s the indi¬ 
vidual song, really, not the com¬ 
poser.” 

Upon their return to England, 
the four begin taping six one-half 
hour television shows for airing 
next spring. 








No one was surprised when 
Aretha Franklin began singing. Not 
her father, the Reverend C. L. 
Franklin of Detroit, himself a re¬ 
vered figure in the world of gospel 
music. Certainly not her four 
brothers and sisters, who were 
with her when she began singing 
in the choir of the New Bethel Bap¬ 
tist Church, her father’s pastorate 
in Detroit. 

It was well that she began there, 
for the training she gained in the 
field of gospel music as a young¬ 
ster had a tremendous influence 
on her musical style, and the roots 
of gospel are still present today in 
her singing. 

No one suspected that by the 
age of 18 she would create such 
a sensation as a soloist with her 
father’s choir in the nation’s 
churches, that she would be con¬ 
sidered by many to be the new 
queen of gospel music, and that 
when she made her first recording, 
she would be hailed by critics as 
the most exciting new blues singer 
to arrive on the scene in years. 

No one was surprised when 
Aretha’s blues-singing career blos¬ 
somed and when her exciting night 
club act came into demand all over 
the country. Aretha, an exceptional 
pianist as well as a gifted singer, 
had included her honky-tonking 
piano into her already-sparkling set 
of gospel-flavored toe-tappers. 

No one doubted her continuing 
success, especially after the imme¬ 
diate response to her first record¬ 
ing for Atlantic, “I Never Loved a 
Man the Way I* Love You." 

And none of us, not you, not I, 
not Aretha, not even Jerry Wexler, 
Atlantic Executive Vice President 
who was present at that first 
Muscle Shoals, Alabama, recording 
session, can doubt that the star 
that is Aretha Franklin has only 
begun to rise and will remain high 
in the sky of success for many, 
many years to come. 


Aretha 

Franklin 
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Jackie 

Wilson 

J is for "jealousy," which is 
what other recording artists feel 
towards Jackie Wilson, world fa¬ 
mous Brunswick recording artist, 
when he continues to come up with 
hit after hit. 

A is for "action." If you've ever 
seen Jackie in person, you know 
what this means! 

C is for "clothes." Jackie's one 
of the snappiest dressers ever! 

K is for "knock on wood.” With 
any kind of luck, Jackie will still be 
going strong when he’s 64. 

I is for "in,” one thing Jackie's 
rocking rhythm ‘n’ style will always 
be. 

E is for "Elvis," who made one 
of his rare public appearances last 
year, when he attended a special 
Jackie Wilson show at the TRIP. 

W is for "winner,” which is what 
his new song "Higher and Higher” 
is on the charts. 

I is for "inspirational," which is 
what Jackie has been to many a 
young singer, not the least of 
which is 6-year-old Little Dion, 
Jackie's protegg. 

L is for "Lonely Teardrops,” one 
of Jackie's million sellers. 

S is for “success,” something 
to which Jackie is no stranger and, 
yet, something which has not made 
Jackie a big-head. 

0 is for "onstage magic” that 
makes Jackie Wilson a performer’s 
performer. 

N is for “nothing,” which fol¬ 
lows. What more can we say? The 
man is good. His songs are good. 
His name is Jackie (let’s hear it 
now) JACKIE WILSON. 






TeenSet Exclusive! 

The Story 
Behind the 
Magical 
Mystery 
Tour! 

Or. Meet the Man 
Who Meets 
the Beatles! 


BY CARRIE JOHNSON 

Voyle Gilmore is a smiling, gray¬ 
haired, young-faced executive. He's very 
nice, charming, and his eyes twinkle 
a lot. Still, at first glance (and second 
glance, for that matter), you'd never 
suspect that he hobnobs with four 
young men named John, Paul, George 
and Ringo. 

“Hobnobs” is hardly the word! Last 
November VG flew to London for a brief 
business meeting with those same four 
young men. To London, for a one-hour 
meeting! With the Beatles! (Do you ever 
feel how unfair it all is?) 

It wasn’t the first time VG has been 
face to face with the Beatles. He’s the 
man who has "brought the Beatles to 
America"— on record, anyway. As ex¬ 
ecutive A&R man for Capitol Records, 
it’s VQ’s job to coordinate record re¬ 
leases and to make sure the Beatles' 
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songs are set forth before us on those 
lovely round black discs. 

VG’s most recent excursion (the one 
hour meeting we mentioned earlier) to 
London was for the purpose of discuss¬ 
ing the latest Beatle album — and to 
arrange a ‘‘compromise” between the 
English version and what 'VG hoped 
would be the American version. Seems 
the Beatles wanted to (and did) release 
two 45 rpm records (EP's — more than 
one song on a side) along with a 7" 
book about their Magical Mystery Tour, 
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for which the new songs were written 
and recorded. (And you read all about 
that tour in the last TeenSet, remem¬ 
ber?) EP's, however, don't sell very well 
in America; they're not even made any¬ 
more. So VG hoped to convince the 
Beatles to OK an American version of 
the Magical Mystery Tour, which would 
be a regular size LP, one side of Magi¬ 
cal Mystery Tour tunes, the other side 
of recent single records like ‘‘Penny 
Lane" and ‘All You Need Is Love" and 
so orrThe American version would also 
have a book on the tour, but it would be 
a twelve-incher to fit the larger LP size. 
Well, they talked a lot, then they agreed, 
and VG smiled a lot. 

That’s the basic rundown of the new 
album. Just in case you thought it was 
all a simple one note process! But VG 
is more than just a businessman, he’s 
an admirer and friend of the Beatles, so 
he gave me a further rundown on the 
Foursome Themselves. (I managed to 
restrain myself from babbling on about 
Paul.) 

"We all met about five in the after¬ 
noon," VG recalled, looking at his wal¬ 
nut paneled ceiling, “in Brian Epstein’s 
old office at NemS. The Beatles were 
prompt," he smiled. He added that Paul 
looks thinner, wtih hair shorter than 
ever; George looked great but "shag¬ 
gier than ever"; John was relatively 


quiet except for occasional witty asides; 
and Ringo was just friendly, groovy 
Ringo, who wouldn't make a wave if he 
ran into the ocean. (Which is a strange 
way of saying he’s peaceful and doesn’t 
give anyone any trouble, ever.) 

“They looked good, really good,” VG 
said, getting more enthusiastic the 
more he thought about it. “They’re so 
intelligent and businesslike, so pleasant 
to deal with. I’ve always had the great¬ 
est respect and admiration for them — 
not just their music, but them — espe¬ 
cially Paul. He could be president of 
General Motors, he's so smooth and 
sharp." (But the president of General 
Motors, it should be noted, could not 
replace Mr. McCartney!) 

“All of them have quite a knowledge 
of the record business, not just their 
own creative end. And their main thing 
has always been that they're concerned 
about putting out a package that the 
kids would like to buy and get their 
money’s worth. That's why they’ve taken 
such an interest in the photos, packag¬ 
ing, everything, ever since the Rubber 
Soul album. That cover design was their 
idea, with the wide angle photo and the 
so-called psychedelic typeface. From 
then on they were involved with the 
whole thing, not just the music. After 
the huge success of Sgt. Pepper they 
wanted to put out something different 
and still have something that would give 
everyone good value for money spent. 
That's why they wanted the smaller size 
record and the book included, because 
it was different 

It seems that the more the Beatles 
do, the more involved they become in 
all areas of a project. Take the Magical 
Mystery Tour, for instance (and I’d like 
to!); the Beatles wrote, produced, di¬ 
rected and starred in it, then edited it, 
wrote and recorded the music... no 
wonder they had to postpone their visit 
to India. The hour-long MMT (Magical 
Mystery Tour, naturally) won’t be shown 
in the States until February or March, 
but the lucky English got to see it 
around Christmas ’67. 

Any final words from VG? “Oh yes," 
he grinned. “The Beatles just get bet¬ 
ter all the time. I think their association 
with the Mahareshi has helped them a 
great deal, too. They’re more serious 
now, but it’s a happy serious-, if you 
know what I mean." 

We do! 
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Jimi Hendrix and the Experi¬ 
ence at the Saville were quite fan¬ 
tastic as usual, but toward the 
end, Jimi moved his guitar over to 
Noel’s amplifier and a wild guitar 
battle ensued, with the guitars 
being used like swords. Suddenly, 
Jimi threw himself at little Noel, 
knocking him over and the two of 
them rolled round and round on 
the floor. Quite an ending to the 
act! Asked about it later, Jimi 
said, “Oh, man, you know it was 
just supposed to be a guitar battle, 
but I fell.” ... On the same bill 
was The Crazy World of Arthur 
Brown, just about the spookiest 
act going. Arthur dresses in wild 
bat-like capes and paints his face 
like a skeleton and sort of ghost- 
walks around the stage in a glow 
of red light and among weaving 
shadows. He also sings very weird 
songs and his organist and drum¬ 
mer make very strange sounds and 
all in all it’s very funny and very 
weird and has to be seen to be 
believed... Green seems to have 
become the “in” colour this sea¬ 
son. Not the bright green of last 
summer, but a deeper, more emer¬ 
ald shade... Last winter, real furs 
were the thing. This winter it’s all 
phoney. Lovely plush like the kind 
you find on teddy bears is now 
seen on people. And in all sorts 
of great colours . . . Well, John 
Lennon’s first solo film, “How I 
Won the War” has been sprung 
on the movie public. It’s a great 
film, very Richard Lester-ian, but 
not for those who see war as a 
patriotic and noble thing. And 
don’t be disappointed, but John 
doesn’t have all that big a part. In 



fact, if he weren’t John Lennon, 
he’d just be in the list of support¬ 
ing actors. But what he does, he 
does marvelously... Speaking of 
Beatles and films, I suppose you’ve 
heard that Ringo is now doing one 
on his own. Well, not quite on 
his own. He’s got Marlon Brando 
and Richard Burton to help him, 
and if you think that isn’t a mis¬ 
matched trio!!! Anyway the film 
is “Candy” and I really wonder 
how they’re going to film it unless 
they ignore the main content of 
the book entirely... There is a 
new group smashing onto the 
scene. Their name is the Blossom 
Toes and they not only sing and 
play and write and do all the 
things that other good groups do, 
but they have a sense of humor 
onstage! At their first London 
performance, they announced that 
they would like to play their new 
record. So they did just that 
brought out a phonograph and 
played their new record! Blossom 
Toes will grow on you, I hope... 
The only thing good about the 
Traffic-Tomorrow-Vanilia Fudge 
tour is Traffic. With the sheer 
• beauty of their music and them¬ 
selves, they saved an otherwise dis¬ 
astrous bill. And if they can do 
that, just imagine their prowess 
under good conditions!! . . .The 
Speakeasy has been painted in an 
awful (and that’s the right word) 
lot of colours ... Would you be¬ 
lieve that Eric Burdon has settled 
down? I wouldn’t, either... This 
being Leap Year, I suppose Paul 
McCartney will be getting even 
more proposals of marriage. The 
question is, will he accept? ... 
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MAGICAL MYSTERY TOUR 
Capitol MAL/SMAL 2835 
The Beatles 

Yes, it’s magical and like every other 
Beatles album this collection of "out-a- 
slters” is unlike any other Beatles al¬ 
bum or any other "anybody's” album for 
that matter. In addition to six new trend 
smashing tunes from their soon to be 

SAPll TV enartai'iitar 
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hear four number oners from the near 
past ("Strawberry Fields Forever,” 
"Penny Lane,” "Baby You’re A Rich 
Man,” and "All You Need Is Love”) 



STRANGE DAYS 
The Doors 

Elektra/(Stereo) EKS 74014 
Notwithstanding comments concerning 
their first album (Teen Set, May. 1967), 
it must be said; The group is brilliant 
and the album is a smash. Three heavy 
tracks predominate - "Love Me Two 
Times,” "People Are Strange,” and 
"Moonlight Drive” which is all time. Pro¬ 
duction (credit Paul Rothchitd) is a mas¬ 
terful blend of music and pure sonic 
effect. "When the Music's Over” closes 
the album and grants immortality to Jim 
Morrison and Robby Krieger. 



ALICE'S RESTAURANT 
Arlo Guthrie 

Reprise 6267/(Stereo) RS 62E7 
Nothing in the package matters after 
"Alice’s Restaurant Massacree.” It’s the 
talking blues, '68 style, with every bit 
of the analytical bite cloaked in the wry 
humor one might expect from the Guthrie 
blood. The comparisons with his father 
are mevitable-but Arlo makes it on his 
own. Like, what can you say about "The 
Motorcycle Song " Ingenious nonsense. 




BUFFALO SPRINGFIELD AGAIN 

ATCO 33-226/(Stereo) SO 33-226 
This is their newest, but it’s not really 
new since most of the cuts are so fan¬ 
tastic they're already been released as 
singles, or have had heavy pre-release 
a rplay. "Mr. Soul” and "Rock and Roll 
Woman” are current, but also included 
is an extended version of "Bluebird” 
which just defies description, and a 
C & W twanger called "A Child’s Claim 
to Fame.” which is all time. The album 
is a masterpiece of writing, performance, 
and production. 



PLEASURES OF THE HARBOR 
Phil Ochs 

A & M 112 (Stereo) SP 4113 
Or the evolution of another Village poet. 
Just a short time ago it was a simple 
guitar and a deft pen; now the settings 
are lush and commercial. This may or 
may not distract, depending on your own 
point of view. No matter. Phil Ochs is 
among the most gifted of composers of 
topical songs, and his meaningful writing 
remains unchanged. Everybody knows 
"Flower Lady” but check the caustic 
"Outside of A Small Circle of Friends” 
and "The Party.” 



"WILD HONEY” 

The Beach Boys 
Capitol T/ST 2859 

Brian Wilson and The Beach Boys suc¬ 
cessfully retain their position as Ameri¬ 
ca’s leading innovators of new "pop” 
sounds. This package offers the listener 
a musical peek at where it’s going to be 
“at” tomorrow. The "hip” listener will 
dig a “bag” that blends folk, pop, R&B 
and you-name-it. A winning package full 
of potential hits and consistently great 
listening. 



PINK FLOYD 


Tower/T 5093 

The hottest group out of England since 
Procol Harum. Pink Floyd checks in with 
a scorcher. The album is a solid excur¬ 
sion into the weird cosmos of controlled 
distortion and staggering electronic 
sounds. Yet out of the deluge pops two 
little gems called “The Scarecrow” and 
"The Gnome” which are so straight it's 
confusing. The groltp is total versatility 
and quite unpredictable. The closing shot 
(“Interstellar Overdrive”) is a mountain 
of improvised hysteria capable of free¬ 
ing you from it all. 



Featuring Steve Hoffman 

Carols/(Stereo) 8001 
Everything about it is new: the group, 
the label, the music. Hoffman is the 
force behind the music, creating a series 
of goodies topped by a driving “Flowers 
Never Cry” and a gentle “La Vent.” Style 
is comprehensible and lyrics believable, 
both occasionally in the manner of Simon 
and Garfunkel. Potent album. 
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BUCKIIMOHAMS 

oughly disguised as 21-year-old Marty 
Grebb. He has lost a lot of weight, 
gotten a face lift and joined a rock 
and roll band. Seriously, Marty really 
does have a Franklinesque air about 
him. He is pragmatic and warm. His 
soft voice and direct gaze causes the 
listener to focus all his attention on 
Marty while he is speaking. His earth- 
bound sensitivity and quiet manner 
would lend itself well to “A penny 
saved is a penny earned,” or “He who 
falls in love with himself has no riv¬ 
als.” 

Where Jon Jon is bouncy and ener¬ 
getic, Dennis is tense. His eyes are 
scrutinizing, analytical, and are con¬ 
stantly appraising. His opinions are 
given without explanation and, a typ¬ 
ical Virgo, he prefers to stay in the 
realm of fact. Again, a typical Virgo, 
he sees little difference between his 
opinion and fact. His sense of humor 
verges on sharpness. He does not ap¬ 
preciate being misunderstood. 

The common qualities of the Buck¬ 
inghams are earnestness, humor, and 
a devotion to and confidence in their 
work. They are generally good-na¬ 
tured, responsive and individually 
charming. 

“Our first album was pretty music 
with a beat,” Jon Jon told me. “Now 
we're doing original material. It’s more 
fun because it’s us. When “Kind of a 
Drag” broke we had just quit the label 
and fired our booking agent. We spent 
a lot of time getting reoriented and 
the second single out. In (he mean¬ 
time we were doing shows and trying 
to get the original material ready for 
our second album. This is the first 
time we’ve relaxed.” 

“What do you think of psychedelic 
music?” I asked. 

“That category is meaningless,” an¬ 
swered Marty. “It’s just capitalization 
on the hippie scene.” 

“Did you see the coverage of the 
commercialization of Haight-Ashbury 
for the summer tourist trade?” I asked, 
rising to my soap box with all the 
blind assurance of a politician. “The 
last straw was a greasy spoon which 
advertised psychedelic hamburgers ” 

“What’s the matter with that?” Den¬ 
nis flashed. 

“How could hamburgers be psyche¬ 
delic? But that’s not the point. The 
point is the capitalization that’s made 
on everything, I mean it’s churches 
with neon signs,” I answered, leaving 
the soap box sooner than any politi¬ 
cian would. 

“No, it’s just smart people who 


know what people want to see and 
what they’ll buy!” Dennis intoned 
pragmatically. “It’s not bad, it’s smart.” 

A few more uptight remarks were 
exchanged, with Marty graciously try¬ 
ing to help me make my point. I saw 
the light and changed the topic. “How 
did you get started in music, Dennis?” 

“I just woke up one morning and 
found myself in a band. I’m self- 
taught. When I finished high school I 
did rendering for catalogues. But 1 was 
more interested in music.” 

“Did you attend college?” 

“No, I guess I got my talent for 
drawing from my father.” 

“He got a lot of things from his 
father,” Marty suggested. 

“Was your father a very remarkable 
man?” I asked naively (which is my 
wont). 

“Oh yes.” answered Dennis with a 
spark of delight. “He’s an inventor. 
He invented the psychedelic hambur¬ 
ger, among other things. That's why 1 
stuck up for them before.” 

Now that you’ve had a taste of the 
Buckinghams we’ll stop for this month. 
Next month we’ll continue getting to 
know the five guys from Chicago. I’ll 
be talking a bit less, thereby allowing 
the Buckinghams more space. You’ll 
be learning a bit more. 

GOODQUDEW 



the name of Sir Walter Raleigh and 
the Coupons. Then I started working 
with the MFQ and came back down 
here. And then the record started hap¬ 
pening. It was called “White Cliffs of 
Dover.” So like I had to get a band. I 
had heard this band down here that 
I really dug. They were called the Sons 
of Adam. I came down here to get 
them, but they had this guitar player 
who was insane. You couldn’t work 
with him. We were happening and 
were doing concerts with people like 
Herman’s Hermits and the Beach 
Boys. And we were getting screams. 
A lot of screams. But this guitar player 
split from the group and now I guess 


they aren’t even together. 

Then I got another group and they 
weren’t too good, and then another 
and they weren’t too bad. Then after a 
hassle with a big man in radio in 
Seattle over money, I split to come 
back to LA, where I went to work 
with the Dillards whom I had met 
when I was with the MFQ. They were 
on tour with the Byrds and were doing 
rock and roll then. But the thing wasn’t 
doing as well as they wanted it to do 
and they told me that they would have 
to go back to their old thing but they 
wanted to help me find a job. Jim 
Dickson (manager of the Byrds and 
the Dillards) knew of this group who 
had just started and needed a drum¬ 
mer, but I told him I was used to 
playing with somebody and making 
good money. An unknown group? He 
said, “Why don’t you go down there? 
It’s a job. I don’t know how much it’s 
going to pay.” 

Well, when I got down there I found 
out that it didn’t pay anything. In 
fact, Richie and I were the only ones 
with any money. I might have had 
eighty dollars and Richie had traveler’s 
cheques and he was hoarding them 
away like mad because he was trying 
to make them last and everybody was 
like starving. 

It was very hard and I just about 
cracked a few times. But when I 
walked into the room the first time I 
saw them and heard Richie and Steve 
sing (it was “Go and Say Goodbye” 
or something), I knew I had never 
ever heard a vocal sound like that. 
And I just took to it. 

Cfiris Hillman got us into the Whis- 
kee. He really hyped us. We auditioned 
on a Monday night for union scale 
wages, but that was a lot of money to 
us. We went back another Monday 
and I guess people liked us because 
we got a week there. Then we signed 
with Greene and Stone and chose a 
rcord company from the twenty-three 
that wanted us and got some front 
money and blew it. And drove big 
cars and had a good time. And didn’t 
get a hit record. Before we had a hit 
we would spend all the money we got 
like we were big stars . But, as it turns 
out, nobody has a star complex today 
and we get along as a group most of 
the time. All groups have hassles. We 
don’t have very many, though. 

My advice for new groups just 
starting out is don’t get a manager 
until you absolutely, absolutely , know 
he’s the right one and that you need 
one. There are too many guys living 
off groups that aren’t making very 
much money. Living off them. And 
they aren’t worthy of it! And don’t 
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believe any of this big limousine stuff, 
and all this money spent and all this 
sweet talkin,’ because ninety-nine per¬ 
cent of the time it’s garbage! 

Everybody in the group is very self- 
centered and very hard-nosed Essen¬ 
tially we’re all very stubborn and child¬ 
ish. But the times we are childish 
there’s four other guys to tell us about 
it. 

Bruce is very quiet most of the time. 
A lot of fun to be around. Stephen’s 
quiet. Not quiet. Quiet. Not quiet. I 
get into my quiet moods but mainly 
I like to do a lot. Do a lot of things, 
see a lot of things. And Richie’s the 
least trouble of all. He is. And Neil’s 
changed quite a bit. He used to be 
very stubborn and obstinate. Used to 
be. And when this was going on Ste¬ 
phen was doing the same thing, and I 
was doing the same thing. So finally, 
like things are getting better! 

(I can dig it.) 



ride it like the Walker Brothers and 
sing and play ourselves,” said Maurice 
(whose name is pronounced Morris) 
“but then we thought it would be bet¬ 
ter if Robin and Barry were free to 
stand out front and sing. Then we 
remembered that Vince and Colin 
were in England and we decided to 
join up. We used to get together in 
Australia and record—it would be just 
a jam session, we’d take turns playing 
everything.” 

So they all joined up and then there 
were five. At the interview, the first to 
arrive was Colin. He’s blond and 
round-faced, pink cheeked and smiley. 
And by coincidence, he made his 
acting debut in a film of the same 
name (“Smiley” not “Pink-Cheeked”) 

“Twentieth Century Fox were doing 


a film that was set in Australia and 
they actually decided to film it in 
Australia. That was ‘Smiley.’ After 
that, I came to England with my 
parents and was in two more films 
which were done here, ‘The Scamp’ 
and ‘A Cry From the Streets.’ Then 
my parents wanted to go back to 
Australia, so we went home. 

“It’s funny because the Gibb broth¬ 
ers emigrated to Australia at the same 
time as we went back.” 

Colin came to England again on his 
own to get into acting. Instead, he 
accepted an invitation to sit in on a 
BeeGee’s session and found himself a 
pop star. 

When Vince arrived-the last of the 
four who came, because Maurice was 
supposed to have picked him up but 
forgot—I asked what had brought him 
to England. “My progress as a guitarist 
was arrested in Australia. There isn’t 
enough of a musical scene there. I 
wanted to improve my playing and 
there’s so much happening here.” 

Yet despite their love of England 
and regardless of the fact that as part 
of the BeeGees, Vince and Colin are 
earning fortunes for Britain, the two 
Aussies have been ordered out of this 
country. The problem has to do with 
visas-as I understand it, Australians 
are only supposed to be in this country 
for six months and permanent visas 
are hard to come by. As I write this, 
the order to leave takes effect in six 
weeks and the Government has shown 
no signs of relenting. 

“If Vince and I have to leave the 
country,” said Colin, “the group will 
have to split up. We couldn’t base 
anywhere else. Not in America —a 
couple of us would probably get called 
into the army. And basing on the Con¬ 
tinent is too involved because of visas 
and coming over to England every 
other day. 

“It would take 18 months to two 
years of waiting in Australia to get a 
permanent visa to come back to Eng¬ 
land. I’d rather quit the whole scene 
and go back to where I started. I’d just 
wait out the two years until I could 
come back here and then start from 
scratch, the way I was when I came to 
England this time. But I wouldn’t try 
pop-I’d get back to acting.” 

But the Gibbs have a slightly dif¬ 
ferent idea. Maurice said, “The longest 
they’d have to stay away would be six 
months —we’ve got a lot of people 
working for us on it.” (The picket 
signs saying “Let the BeeGees stay in 
England” which littered the office 
would bear witness to this—there were 
too many for the group to carry by 
themselves.) “We’d just hire some¬ 


body to take over on drums and lead 
guitar until they came back and we’d 
tell everyone they were just hired for 
the time being. We’d make sure no 
one would forget Colin and Vince.” 

The twins had arrived together, 
bringing with them an old friend from 
Australia. Apparently the entire Aus¬ 
tralian pop scene is heading en masse 
for England. 

After their friend left, it took only a 
few moments of chatting to discover 
that Robin is the “nut case” of the 
group. (Not that the others are so 
sane, mind you. Especially since Mau¬ 
rice and Colin once sabotaged Barry 
and Vince in the middle of the night 
by creeping into their hotel room and 
covering them with liberal doses of 
shaving cream, talcum powder, tooth¬ 
paste and everything else they could 
get their hands on.) But Robin man¬ 
ages to give the most facetious answers 
with such a deadpan face that you half 
take him seriously. So when he sud¬ 
denly dashed off for a dentist appoint¬ 
ment with a dentist whose address and 
phone number he couldn’t remember 
and whose name he wasn’t sure of, I 
wasn’t too surprised. 

Then Colin and Maurice got on the 
subject dearest to their hearts—cars. 
They have girlfriends as well, but as 
Maurice says, “We’ve got girls, but no 
time to take them out, so we speak to 
them on the phone occasionally. Actu¬ 
ally, I get on different scenes. One 
week I’ll spend every minute with my 
car. This week it’s girls.” 

Both Colin and Maurice would love 
to do some racing when they get time. 
Vince is passionate about his guitar. 
Robin and Barry write songs. “Every 
time they meet, instead of talking, 
they write a song,” Colin said. “They 
write songs the way you and I would 
have a meal.” 

But despite the steady outpouring of 
songs, the ones they record are usually 
written right there in the studio. The 
BeeGees have unlimited time on their 
recording sessions. When they get into 
the studio they start fooling arbund to 
see what happens. Once the song 
comes, it’s usually done very quickly. 
“We go stale if we write a song one 
day and record it two days later,” 
Maurice said. “This afternoon we 
don’t know what we’re going to record. 
Otherwise you lose freshness. The song 
may still be good, but we’re tired of it.” 

On that note, Barry arrived, wearing 
a raontrous, fantastically furry coat 
and bearing a letter from yet another 
friend who was coming to England. 
They were late for their recording ses¬ 
sion and, in a case like that, BG stands 
for Better Go—so they did. * 
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PHOTOS BY GENE TRINDL 



The Buckinghams 


One typically hot Califor¬ 
nia day (post cards call it 
“sunnily blissful"), I made 
my way to photograher ex- 
tradinaire Gene Trindl’s stu¬ 
dio clad simply in wool. (Also 
simply dying of heat prostra¬ 
tion, but to my way of think¬ 
ing ironing a more appropri¬ 
ate get-up and suffocating 
in wool are on a par.) I dec¬ 
orously collapsed over a fold¬ 
ing chair and sweatily in¬ 
quired about the subject of 
our proposed session, the 
Buckinghams. No sooner had 
I gained my composure (i.e., 
I reluctantly dragged myself 
to a full sit), than two young 
men strode in. 

“I'm Jon Jon,” said Jon 
Jon (presumably). "This is 
Carl,” he said turning to his 
side kick. 

"Jon Jon, Carl, Jon Jon, 
Carl,” I rehearsed silently as 
I smiled and introduced my¬ 
self. As the two perused the 
examples of Gene’s work 


displayed on the wall I smug¬ 
ly repeated "Jon Jon” and 
"Carl” to myself. I decided 
that I had miraculously over¬ 
come one of my greatest 
handicaps, that of being able 
to learn only one name in any 
given twenty-four hour peri¬ 
od. I swaggered confidently 
over to strike up a conversa¬ 
tion. My conceit turned to 
panic (pride cometh before 
the fall) when the two fellows 
turned to face me. Which one 
was Jon Jon, which was Carl? 
With three more strangers 
about to descend upon the 
studio at any moment I was 
about to suggest name tags. 
Somehow it didn’t sound 
quite professional, and as the 
time passed I finally mastered 
all five new names. In one 
day! I think the charms of 
every one of them would be 
sufficient incentive for any 
young journalist. 

Boyishly delightful Jon 
Jon keeps seriousness in its 


By Kassy Gcrrick 

place. Nothing is moansome 
or solemn in Jon Jon's laugh¬ 
ing eyes. Although all are 
amply endowed with senses 
of humor, Carl and Nick are 
least likely to break a serious 
mood. Carl is probably the 
most articulate in talking 
about the Buckinghams’ mu¬ 
sic. My questions were gen¬ 
erally answered almost si¬ 
multaneously by the others 
but eclectic Carl tended to 
be the one whose succinct 
quote I hastily scribbled. 

Nick of the dark, deep and 
heavy eyes was least talka¬ 
tive. I discovered that it 
wasn't for lack of words. He 
is the least glib and the most 
personal, the least defensive. 
He does not feel compelled 
to talk unless requested and 
seemed quite satisfied with 
the responses of the others. 

Benjamin Franklin is alive 
and well in Laurel Canyon! 
He has been not too thor- 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 48 
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Turtle Soup is just the 
title of the article—it has 
nothing whatsoever to do 
with the at-home (How¬ 
ard's) rehearsal pictured 
here. (We never claimed 
to be logical.) Anyway, be- 
mustached Jim Pons 
(right) is definitely not 
soupy, and the goodies 
being served by Howard’s 
wife, Lita (far right) don’t 
resemble soup. Oh well. 






















Happy (together) Mark Vollman (left) keeping 
time to something (the sound of one hand 
clapping?), Al (below) clutching a glass and 
looking better than ever in sideburns, grinning 
Johnny Barbata with those eyes (right), Al dis¬ 
playing all that versatility by playing piano (far 
right) when everyone knows he plays lead gui¬ 
tar (not to mention...), and Good Old Howard 
(bottom right), looking positively provocative 
(?) these days. 






Our very own Toities don’t hang around 
the old quad much these days — seems 
they're just as big in England, where they've 
been spending a large amount of time. We 
were lucky to catch them at a rehearsal! 
One of these days they’ll perform in LA 
again so we can see how the new, smaller 
group works (Jim Tucker left recently, and 
rather than replace him they just reduced 
the size of the group). 








HOW TO CONVINCE A 
TEENAGE MAGAZINE 
EDITOR THAT YOU SHOULD 
BE A TEENAGE MAGAZINE 
COLUMNIST 
OR 

UNCONVINCED: ONE 
TEENAGE MAGAZINE 
EDITOR 


the aforementioned mag. 
Perhaps, I reasoned (a 
nice first), they did not 
deserve me. 

I then proceeded to 
think the idea over for 
awhile. Ten seconds later 
(well, that’s a while, isn’t 
it?) I had come to a 





I believe it was quite 
late on a Wednesday 
evening when I decided to 
start writing a column for 
TeenSet Magazine. Or 
was it a Thursday? 

Whatever the day was, 

I decided to ponder the 
abovementioned 
possibility before 
presenting my proposition 
(don’t get art-smay) to 


decision. It didn’t take me 
very long to realize that 
no one actually deserves 
me. (Attila The Hun and 
Jack The Ripper came 
close, though.) 

Bright and early the 
next morning at 11:30 
(well, it was bright) 
(could I only say the 
same for meself), I 
arrived at TeenSet 

I then lunged gracefully 
up the stairs, prepared to 
meet my fate. Namely, 
Her Royal High 
Editorness, Miss J. Sims. 

This was not my first 
meeting with her 
Raventressed 
Benevolence. She had in 
the past (not to mention 
a moment of madness) 
purchased two of my 
masterpi for use in her 
publication. One was a 
series of poems to George 
(PANT) Harrison, my 
fave (a conservative 
estimate if I’ve ever heard 
one) (and I haven’t). The 
other was an interview 
with the wax figures of 
the Beatles. (Stick 
around, this is but the 


beginning.) 

Then there had been 
the time I craftily invited 
her to lunch for the sole 
purpose of wheedling 
George’s telephone 
number. 

Praying that she 
wouldn’t remember that 
little number, I sat in the 
outer office, quietly 
weaving a sampler while 
I waited. I was nervous, 
but I didn’t let it show a 
bit and only whimpered 
occasionally. 

Finally, I was ushered 
into the inner office 
and/or sanctum. Its decor 
was pink. By then, so was 
mine. 



The aforementioned 
J. Sims raised her eyes 
(fortunately, they were 
not too heavy) from a 
leatherbound copy of 16 
and smiled. 

“Hello there!” I 
shrieked calmly. Bounding 
across the room, I offered 
her my hand. She took it. 
(I hope this doesn’t mean 
we’re engaged.) 

“Hello where ?”she 
asked pleasantly. 

Since I couldn’t think 
(amen) of anything 
clever to say in return 
(so what else isn’t new?), 
I chose to ignore her sally. 
(Speaking of Sally, they 
still haven’t found out 
whatever became of 
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that poor twit.) 

Deciding to reveal the 
nature of my call in my 
usual subtle and 
professional manner, I 
looked her right in the 
left eye and cried: “If 
you don’t let me write a 
monthly column for 
TeenSet, I am going to 
kill myself.” 

“You don’t say,” she 
said. “Pills or poison?” 

“Neither,” I confessed. 
“I plan to hack at my 
wrists with the spoiler.” 

“Oh,” she said, 
changing the subject. 
“What kind of column do 
you want me to let you 
write for TeenSet?” 

“The same kind of 
column I always write,” 

I explained fully. 

“You don’t say,” she 
re-said. “What kind of 
column is that?” 

I stared at her in 
amazement, consternation 
and Hollywood, 
California. “You don’t 
mean...” gasped I. 

J. Sims nodded. “I hope 
you won’t take this 
personally, but I’ve never 
read your column.” 

You’ll be hapy to hear 
that I did not take this 
personally. I didn’t have 
time for such nonsense. I 
was too busy bursting into 
noisy sobs. 

“Now, now, Shirley,” 
she soothed, pulling a 
raventress out by the 
ravenroot (when TeenSet 
says nothing phony, they 
mean nothing phony). 
“Tell me of your glorious 
column. Relate to me 


what is contained in 
same.” 

“Hah?” I inquired 
politely. 

J. Sims shook her head, 
fully expecting to hear it 
rattle. “I mean do you for 
instance write Hollywood 
gossip?” 

“Heavens no!” I 
snorted, piqued. (A nice 
way of putting not to 
mention spelling it.) 

“Current events, 
mayhaps?” she went on. 

I turned up my nose 
after wiping it daintily 
on a nearby drape. 

“Coming events and/or 
social commentary?” she 
begged, beginning to look 
somewhat narrow of eye. 

“Nope,” I answered 
proudly. 

“Well then, what in 
the (cuckoo) do you write 
about?” she panted. 

I shrugged. “Nothing 
in particular. Mostly, I 
just blither.” 



At last she spoke 
(would you believe 
quavered?). “Could you 
give me at least some idea 
of what you blither 
about?” 

“About everything and 
anything,” I re-explained 
fully. “Once I wrote a 
whole column about you.” 

J. Sims frowned darkly 
at this unexpected 


pleasure. “Could this 
column have, by any 
chance, concerned the 
time you carefully invited 
me to lunch for the sole 
purpose of wheedling 
George’s telephone 
number?” 

“You’re only right,” I 
confessed. “Oh, and when 
I blither about something 
that people don’t generally 
blither about in print, or 
when I have a secret 
thingy I want to divulge, 

I blither in code! Isn’t 
that interesting?” 

“Not very,” she 
admitted. 

“Well, can I write the 
monthly column for 
TeenSet?” I cajoled (a 
kind word for begged- 
hysterically). 

“Probably not,” she 
sighed. “But we’ll print 
it anyway.” 

“Thank you, thank you, 
thank you, Your 
Immensely Groovy 
Worship,” I raved 
gratefully. “I’ll start the 
first column right away! 
Just as soon as I get home 
and change into 
something more 
comfortable!” 

J. Sims looked up. 
Anyway, at this moment, 
it looked like up to her. 

“A toad, I presume,” she 
said. 

And she could say no 
more. 


THE BEGINNING 
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The 

Valentine 

Gig 

(Would you 
believe Giggle?) 


It is quite possible that you 
are going around thinking that 
the sending of Valentines is an 
age-old custom. It's even more 
possible that you've never given 
the subject the slightest bit of 
thought. Nor do you intend to. 

Well, if you fall into the latter 
category (without hurting your¬ 
self, one hopes), we have news 
for you. If we are going to go 
to dll the time and trouble to 
write an article about valen¬ 
tines, you are going to read it. 

We will begin said article with 
a short history of this particular 
custom, whether you like it or 
not. (And you don't much, do 
you?) (But you may in a min- 



Romans think of, pray tell?) (On 
second thought, pray don't!) 

Sort of. That is to say, they 
sort of thought of it. What real¬ 
ly happened was that the cus¬ 
tom of exchanging valentines is 
derived from one of their cus¬ 
toms. (Again, pray tell what is 
not?) 

Each year, the ancient Rom¬ 
ans celebrated what they called 
the Festival Of Lupercalia. Old 
Lupercalia was one of their 
gods, and a swinging cat. 

At this festival, the boys and 
girls of the town drew names 
out of large, ornate urns. The 
name you drew was supposed to 
be that of your own true love. 
(A little more staccato on those 
violins, Leonard.) 

What there was about this 
particular festival that rubbed 
the ancient Christians the wrong 
way is not a matter of historical 
record. Perhaps it was because 
they just didn’t get on well with 
the ancient Romans, period. Or 
maybe they felt they were all a 
little too old for that sort of 
thing. 

At any speed, the ancient 
Christians tried to put a damper 
on the annual Lupercalian high- 
jinks by naming the Festival day 
after St. Valentine, who had 
been martyred on a February 
14 . 

Instead of discouraging the 
young people from celebrating 
the holiday, it made it even 
more romantic and St. Valen¬ 
tine became the permanent pa¬ 
tron saint of lovers. 

Just when the practice of 
exchanging written pleasantries 
on Valentine's Day began is not 
known. By this writer, that is, 
seeing as how she forgot to look 
it up. To her recollection, the 
practice began in the first grade 
when a Miss Flutz placed a 
heart-covered box at the front 
of the room and encouraged her 
pupils to declare their undying 
love for one another. 

This writer also recalls that 
one of those pupils, a boy 
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named David with whom she 
was going steady at the time, 
neglected to follow Miss Flutz's 
directions and failed to declare 
anything at all. 

This writer further and blush- 
ingly recalls telephoning the 
young gentleman in question 
later that evening and bawling 
the oly-hay ell-hay out of him, 
only to discover the next day 
that she had been speaking with 
his sister. 

However, just because my 
childhood memories of Valen¬ 
tine's day are somewhat red¬ 
eyed and ego-splattering, this 
is not reason enough for you to 
bypass this traditionally roman¬ 
tic day. 

In fact, you're a real twit if 
you don't gladden (or as the 
case may be, sadden) the hearts 
of your loved ones with a per¬ 
sonal declaration of your affec¬ 
tion (or as the case may be, 
affliction) come 14 Feb. 

Now don't start shuffling off 
toward the nearest store and/ 
or Buffalo, planning to really 
dig down deep and spend 50c 
on a packet of valentines. 

Faugh and fie upon you for 
even considering such a 
thing(y)! A valentine is for 
someone you love, adore, wor¬ 
ship, dig, admire and/or want 
to get into your evil dutches. 
This sort of message requires 
the personal touch. 

You must make the valen¬ 
tines yourself, with your very 


own hands, paws, hooves (check 
one). If not, it won't mean a 
thing (cause it won't have that 
zing). (Only a truly rotten per¬ 
son would dispute this logic.) 

So hie yourself off to the 
nearest shoppe indeed, but up¬ 
on arrival, purchase the follow¬ 
ing items. 

a. red pepper 

b. envelopes 

c. stamps 

d. stickers( cupids, flowers, 
Beardsleys, anything roman¬ 
tic) 

e. paper doilies (the leftover 
ones will be nice for serving 
tea) (heh, heh) 

f. glue (unless you already 
have a large supply) (cough) 

g. scissors 

h. razor blades 

i. tourniquet 

Since you are exhausted from 
having toted the above men¬ 
tioned purchases home, we have 
saved you the trouble and soul- 
searching of having to decide 
who will receive your works of 
art. The following is a conve¬ 
nient list of the poor souls — 
er — lucky folks. 

1. Your parents 

2. Your little brother or sister 
(decorate this message of un¬ 
dying love with hearts) (chick¬ 
en hearts) 

3. Your teacher 

4. Your best friend (you 
should be able to delete #4 
from your next year’s list) 

5. Your favorite star (do NOT 
eliminate this category or a 
bitterly disappointed and 
maybe even sobbing Mark 
Lindsay will remain on your 
conscience forever). 

6. Your dog 

7. The person you are going 
steady with 

8. The person you wish you 
were going steady with 

9. The Queen of England 

10. The Queen of Hollywood 
(that’s an out joke) 

11. The staff of TeenSet (no¬ 
tice how we unselfishly 
placed ourselves near the 
bottom of the list?) 


12. The President Of Your 
Choice (we recommend either 
Teddy Roosevelt or Agatha 
Mard, president of the Cas¬ 
sius Clay Fan Club) 

13. Yourself (just in case no 
one else does) Gust in case 
no one else does what?) (how 
should we know?) 

In closing (our big helpful 
yaps, for instance) we would 
like to warn you that the verses 
which appear on your handmade 
valentines are really the most 
important part. They convey 
your sentiments exactly and 
must not be dull, mundane or 
un-original. 

Just to be additionally help¬ 
ful, we have provided a few 
sample verses which you may 
feel free to steal. Please try to 
make your own verses as witty, 
clever and emotional as ours. It 
is the least you can do. (Amen 
to that.) 

General Sentiment 
Roses are red, violets are blue, 
Sugar is sweet and you wear a 
size 10 shoe. 

For Your Dog 
When you say “bow,” 

I smile and say “wow.” 

For Your Secret Love 
You turn me on just like a 
spigot; 

Let me know if you can dig it. 

If all else fails, and it well 
may if you pay any attention to 
a word of this, try writing this 
inventive line on all of your 
cards. It’s brand new, it says it 
like it is and will really get 'em 
where they live .. . 

BE MY VALENTINE! 
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TWO MEN ARE IMPORTANT 


Fred Neil and Dino Valente are songwriters, musicians, and singers. They give concerts and 
make records, but neither has ever had a hit record nor made a million dollars. They are not rich, 
not very famous (yet), nor even terribly successful by today's standards-which doesn't say much 
for today's standards. 

They are merely important-and they are successful as few men are because they create beauty 
in their songs and in those who hear them. 

Dino Valente is most well-known around San Francisco, his home for the past few years; before 
that he was involved in a carnival (for the first 15 years of his life), the air force, New York's 
coffee houses, prison, and then San Francisco's Hashbury scene. His most famous song (so far) 
is "Let's Get Together" (written under his real name, Chet Powers), which was released as a 
single by two groups, the We Five and the Youngbloods. Dino never received any financial bene¬ 
fits from those two single records, nor will he. He sold the rights to the song when he desperately 
needed money to hire a lawyer, prove his case, and get out of jail—which he did. 

Dino is a short, strong man with a high, strong voice that hits incredible notes when you're sure 
it won't. His songs are softly beautiful or drivingly hard, and his favorite subjects seem to be love 
(of course) and the difference between "we" and "they." He makes you want very much to be a 


part of his "we." 

Once you've seen him perform and felt the powerful animal thing he has and heard the magic 
moments" of his songs... don't fight it. You’re in good hands, 

Dino has been around and around for a long time, but hes just beginning to receive the 
national recognition so long overdue. He recently completed an album for Epic Records, which 
a great many people are eagerly awaiting. I'm one of them. 

Fred Neil is one of the most influential American songwriters today. If you haven’t seen his 
name before, you (a) haven't been reading TeenSet: (b) haven’t carefully checked song credits; 
and (c) haven't discovered Fred's albums (Elektra and Capitol). 

Fred holds a rare distinction in pop music — he may well be the only songwriter about whom 
other songwriters write songs(?) + To explain; John Sebastian wrote and the Spoonful recorded 
(on their "Hums" albums) a tune called "Cocoanut Grove." Fred Neil lives in Cocoanut Grove, 
Florida (where he sails boats and raises dolphins), and the song is a simple, soft tribute to him 
and his town. Jefferson Airplane’s Paul Kantner wrote "You and Me and the Ballad of Pooneil. 

Pooneil is a combination of Winnie the Pooh and Fred Neil. 

Fred is not exactly a newcomer. People involved in folk music (like the Mamas and Papas, the 
Spoons, Spanky and Gang, the MFQ), at one time or another, are close friends and great 
admirers of Fred. It seems that almost everyone in pop music has at one time performed a Fred 
Neil song; possibly the most well-known is "The Other Side of This Life,’ also recorded by the 
Spoons and several lesser-kowns. 

Fred's songs range from gutsy blues to philosophical ramblings to love songs. They re beau¬ 
tiful. They have a "feel" about them which isn't simply the lyrics or the melodies, but a combina¬ 
tion of the two... plus Fred's own deep wonderful voice. When he’s performing he talks to and 
laughs with his audience, sharing his goods and bads of the moment (a bad cold the night I saw 
him). He jokes with members of his band and calls to friends in the crowd. His tuning sometimes 
lasts longer than his songs, but no one minds because he talks while he tunes. 

Fred Neil is one of pop-folk music's dearly beloved. It remains for the rest of the world to 


PHOTOS BY JIM MARSHALL 


60 


















Fill out coupon! 
Mail it in! 


You can still get your back 
issue of December 
Teenset’s POSTER SPECTACULAR #1 
with the poster of 
George Harrison & Davy Jones! 

PLUS... those nice people 
are ALSO offering you January 
TEENSET POSTER SPECTACULAR #2 
with the GIANT wallsize 
DOUBLE PULLOUT poster of 
Ringo Starr & Micky Dolenz! (both!) 

Don’t be the only one 
on your block without 
Teenset Poster Spectaculars 1 and 2! 


TEENSET POSTER SPECTACULARS #1 and #2 
P.O. Box 8383 
Chicago, III. 60680 

Gentlemen: 

Please rush my copy(ies) of the Poster Spectacular(s). 
Enclosed is my $1.00 ($2.00). 

Check one: 

□ December issue ($1.00) 

□ January issue ($1.00) 

□ Both ($2.00) 


NAME- 


ADDRESS- 


CITY- 


STATE- 


NEWSSTAND NEEDING TEENSET:. 


-ZIP- 


EACH 

POSTER 

APPROX. 

2 FEET 
BY 3 FEET 


I GOT MINE! 


YOU GOT 
YOURS? 


Get up! 
ctnow! 


























by 


Clean 

Makeup 

It’s better for your skin 
than no make-up at all. 


That’s Cover Girl Medicated Make-up. 
It does everything a good make-up’s 
supposed to do. Like looking pretty. 
Hiding “things”. Covering smoothly, 
without caking or turning funny 
colors. And then it does something 
no other make-up can do: protects 
your skin with Noxzema medication. 
The look is clean. The feeling is clean. 
It all adds up to make-up 
that’s good for your skin! 

CoverG' 

Medicated Make-up 


Owner of the Trademark Names - Cover Girl and Noxzema. 






